Postscript

The vasty wilds

Of wide Arabia are as throughfares now.
The Merchant of Venice, ii, 7

OLD ARABIA is CHANGING AT

last. Where we landed from a sailing-boat on the edge of
the virgin dunes of the east coast is now an American in-
dustrial town, the centre of the oilfield of the Arabian-
American Oil Company. There are quays, derricks, rigs,
sheds, pipe-lines, telegraph-lines, power-plants, rushing
motors, and hurrying gangs of workmen, with everything
which goes to make up a modern oil-working. So sudden,
complete, and limited is the contrast that it is as if gods
playing jigsaw had in error fitted into the Arab set a piece
from quite a different game: the American one. A hooded
Bedouin, from his distant camp in the bare hills, rides on his
camel through the blazing heat past a camp where drillers
from Texas and California have ice-cooled drinks in air-
conditioned rooms. To his "Peace upon you*' they reply
** CXK., boy/* He has his pride, pride in his ancient lineage,
in his religion and political independence, and they have
theirs in industrial achievement and practical success in life.

Again, on the other side of Arabia, seven hundred miles
away, is a gold-mine abandoned from the tenth century
until reopened by the American-directed Saudi Arabian
Mining Syndicate eight years ago* It is the gold-mine of
Bouhran, given by the Prophet Muhammad in fief as a
reward to his faithful companion Bilal ibn Harith al Mouzani
and later called the Bani Sulaim mine, after the tribe
roaming near it: thus a mine which worked for ffi**g
Solomon is now working again, for King Ibn Saud, thaafcs
to North American enterprise*
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